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Doubtless, it lias been predestined that fires
should be frequent among them, as long as
their houses are built of wood; and, indeed, 1
could not help thinking that they would never

become rare until an Opera is established at
Constantinople, or the exhibitions of " howling
Dervises " become more numerous.

A Frenchman,, near whom I found myself,

whispered to me that the Turks were a jealous
people, and that if they suspected that I was
gazing with satisfaction at their calamity, they

would feel anything but contentment; for -which
reason he exhorted me to assume an " air bion
triste/' I soon discovered that lie was right,
warned by occasional knocks in the ribs, suffi-
ciently emphatic to dispel any immoderate
gleams of satisfaction which might appear on
my face. Certainly,, if I had smiled at a people
who, entirely BidifFereEt about their own loss
of property, were moved only by a stranger's
sharing that indifference, I might have stood
excused. I soon discovered, however, that it
was no laughing matter; although, by changing